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arising from my own imagination. And I continued
wearing, like Wishnu, on my breast, a Koustubha*
of which I did not know the value, until in my in-
fatuation I had broken it to pieces with my own hands,
throwing away my Shri2. And then at last there came
about a thing, which though but itself a drop, filled
up the cup of my wife's uneasiness, and was, as it were,
the precursor of the end.

For one day, as I was roaming at sunset in the
forest with my wife, we saw, coming along towards us,
an old ascetic. And as he drew near, and we were
on the very point of bowing to his merit, suddenly
that holy old man placed his bare foot exactly on a
blade of withered grass, which ran into it like a thorny
needle, and injured him. And instantly, that exasper-
ated old man uttered a loud yell, and began to hop,
nursing his foot; and all at once he threw himself upon
his knees, and began to dig and grub at the offending
blade, clawing at it with his nails like a porcupine, and
uttering grunts and squeals of rage. And at the sight,
my wife was seized with a sudden fit of laughter that
J would not be controlled. And at last she said to
me, with tears standing in her eyes: Surely that
ascetic, notwithstanding his austerities, is still but a

y The great jewel, so named, worn by Wishnu.
* The goddess Shri  is Wishnu's wife:   aad the word also
means, prosperity, good fortune, brightness.